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Caged 


David strode through the dark, cold streets of Manhattan. The chilly wind bit through his thick jacket, his 
blonde hair whipping around his face. His eyes climbed up the familiar high-rise, stopping at the lOth floor. He 
took a long swig from the whiskey bottle, his head spinning from the intoxicating liquid. 


He swore as he started across the street, a car stopping barely in time before hitting David. They exchanged 
words as the tall man ducked into the high-rise lobby. His life was one big mess after another, and he had 
turned to alcohol as his savior. 


This apartment, however, he could count on He could seek the companionship he so desperately needed. David 
staggered into the elevator and punched the number IO button. He felt the lift start to rise and he drained the 
rest of the bottle, thoughts from earlier flooding back into his mind. 


‘David! Where are you going?" Jon chased his lover down the spiral staircase, a bottle of booze in his hand 


"I fold youl | cant stay here! Im going to stay with a friend," David said wiping away his angry tears, faking a long 
swig from his bottle. 


‘Don't you dare!" Jon grabbed at Davids hand and yanked "I wont fucking let youl" 


"Goddamnit Jon!" He cried out, shoving at his lover. "ve caused enough problems being in this house! Just let me 
go! 


n" 


The doors opened to reveal a carpeted corridor, the light-haired man snapping from his revere and stumbling 
to find the right door. He stopped at apartment IOI, a place he hadn't visited in three years, and knocked three 
times. 


No answer. 


He reached out and twisted the doorknob. It gave way and he pushed it open silently, the sound of Richie's 


guitar greeting him. 


‘What a sweet sound,’ he thought. There were empty wine bottles on the bar. It looks like he wasn't the only 


one drowning. The apartment was dark save for the candlelight in the lounge. 
He followed the gentle guitar strumming through the dining area and up the familiar staircase to the loft. 
Seated in a multipattern chair was Richie. His Richie. With his dark, careless hair. His body a silhouette against 


the full moon shining into floor to ceiling windows. 


Richie looked into the window as he played, seeing David standing behind him and stopped strumming. "You 
shouldn't be here," he said simply. 


"Why not?" 


Richie twisted in the chair to glance over his shoulder and stood His naked torso made David's breath catch in 


his throat. "| thought Jon barred you from my side of town 

"He did," David replied, fidgeting nervously. "| was just..out-" 
"Drinking again?" Richie interrupted. 

"Yeah..not the only one | see," David said, gesturing towards the bar. 


"Why are you here?" Richie knew damn well why. David never could keep his hands to himself. But they hadn't 


seen each other in two years. All contact had ceased after Richie's departure from the band. 
David licked his lips and took several calculated steps towards Richie. "| miss you." 
Those three little words. Richie swallowed thickly. "You need to go back to Jon" 


David hung his head and fought the tears that threatened to fall. "Why'd you leave me? | know you needed a 


break from the band but..you couldn't have--" 


"| didn't," Richie interrupted. "I didn't want to leave you or the band. Jon saw when | kissed you under the stage 
and fired me later that night. It killed me that | couldn't tell you goodbye." 


"So you walked away instead of fighting? You just.gave up?" 


Richie cupped David's face in his hands. "I had to for your own good. You know | would have stayed if given the 


choice." 


"Then stay with me now.." David's bright blue eyes watered and he whimpered as Richie leaned in and captured 
his bottom lip then his top one. His fingers reached out to curl into the waistband of Richie's lounge pants. 


Richie, always willing to be David's pain relief, kissed his forehead and pushed off the cold leather jacket his 


blonde companion wore. "I couldn't ever say no to you," he responded, pulling him closer. 

No matter how much | wish | could 

His desire for David was evident, his hard length pressing into his lover's belly. Those eyes. His eyes were liquid 
pools that gripped his being and kept him rooted to the spot, making his heart skip a beat. He slowly peeled off 


David's pants and shirt, placing sweet kisses along his stomach and up to his chest. 


"Rich..." David had a note of begging in his voice. Richie kissed his shoulder and over his collarbone, up his neck 


and nipped at his earlobe after nosing Dave's earrings out of his way. 


"You know Jonny is gonna show up at some point right?" He whispered hotly and trailed his tongue along David's 


ear. 


"Let him." David wrapped his arms around Richie's neck and felt his body being pushed back. He allowed Richie 


to lead him to the plush couch, a warm fire burning red hot in the marble grate. 


